We drove out beyond Fuenearral, through the
Pardo once a royal hunting park, and up behind tfac
University City. Facing the Guadarramas a long
stream of men were engaged in digging trenches that
ran right across the hillside, over 6,000 men were
digging for their lives. We passed two batteries erf
12 inch guns; for a pacifist, our pastor was very
interested in aU these preparations,
Alonso and I left the car and walked across the hill-
side to the great trench, the workers redoubled their
efforts when they saw the camera turning. The bat-
teries behind us crashed out a salvo, puffs of smoke
could be seen in the distant Casa de Campo. A
cavalry officer galloped up to us and examined our
papers. On no account were we to film the gun
batteries*
Back in the car again we found the pastor deep in
his Bible. *1 hope the gunfire did not disturb you.**
"It is the voice of vengeance, OB that day the
trumpet will be louder." Alonso winked at me, we
had both made up our minds he was quite crazy,
lunatics were no novelty in Madrid in those days.
At the Telefonica an urgent message was waiting
for me to call at the office of the Seguridad~-die
secret police. My God! somecce must have owned
that car. I left a note for Belmer explaining what
had happened m case 1 disappeared. At the police
headquarters ! was shown into an empty office and
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